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THE ALDINE. 



of fiery lava. The whole thing broke upon her like 
an August thunder-clap. She suspected nothing till 
the peal burst. And then she trembled from head 
to foot. Of course she did. Alice is a timid girl. 
She has intelligence and affection in plenty; but one 
must woo and win her confidence, thaw her reserve, 
tempt out under genial sunshine tendril, leaf and 
flower. As well think to storm her love as to force 
the processes of a growing lily by setting the pot 
on a red-hot stove, in the infatuated thought that 
the stem can be made to shoot up a foot per minute, 
and the white flowers to open and the perfume to 
exhale before an hour has passed. Utterly unahle 
to respond volume for volume to such tumultuous 
love, Alice came to dread poor Tom as she would an 
avalanche or a tornado, and actually fled from town. 
Tom learned a salutary lesson. But he is a reso- 



filled their private vessels to bursting and provided 
them with a plentiful reservoir and a full head. 
Meanwhile your mind has been pre-occupied with 
fifty different things, and your tear-apparatus is as 
dry — "not to speak it profanely" — as an old leather- 
bottle. Still you are an amiable fellow. You want 
to sympathize, and, if they would only give you time 
and work on your feelings by degrees, ) r ou could 
sympathize. But no. You must turn jrour personal 
June-day, all in a minute, into bleak November. You 
must evaporate the surface of half an ocean, whistle 
up from the four quarters a moaning wind, gather 
the black clouds athwart the whole heavens, and 
pour down, down, down, in showers of deluging rain. 
Otherwise you have no heart. 

An appalling position this to find yourself in ! No 
heart ! You begin to believe it yourself. The more 



light it throws on the foundation-laws of human 
nature, and you will come to feel that not without a 
certain prophetic inspiration did grand old Plato say 
"Matches were made in heaven." ' 



The Black Cook;— There was that also in her 
sinuous yet malleable nature, so full of guile and so 
full of goodness? that reminded us pleasantly of lowly 
folk in elder lands, where relaxing oppressions have 
lifted the restraints of fear between master and ser- 
vant, without disturbing the familiarity of their rela- 
tion. She advised freely with us upon all household 
matters and took a motherly interest in whatever 
concerned us. She could be flattered or caressed 
into almost any services, but no threat or command 
could move her. When she erred, she never ac- 
knowledged her wrong in words, but handsomely 




THE ISLAND OF UFENAU— LAKE ZURICH. 



lute fellow, and does not mean to give up. He bor- 
rowed a book of me a while ago on the laws of com- 
bustion. I suspected at the time what he was after, 
and threw in a work on ity-fishing for trout, with the 
hope of impressing him with an adequate sense of 
the time and skill it often involves to get a rise from 
fish of a shy, sensitive, spring-haunting nature. 

The evil inflicted by a wholesale disregard of all 
established laws of degrees probably finds, however, 
its most aggravating illustration in the tribulation 
brought upon us by that class of sentimental people 
who are evermore making irrational and exhausting 
demands upon our sympathies. Utterly unable to 
lock up any troubles in their breasts, the moment 
anything afflicts them, these people must insist upon 
falling into your arms, dropping their heads upon 
your shoulder and sobbing it out upon your com- 
passionate bosom. It is no fair match. When you 
encounter them they are already under full way. 
Their woes have thoroughly desolated their hearts 
and active secretions in their lachrymal glands have 



you try to teel touched the more insensible you 
grow. Your eyes seem choked with sawdust. Your 
futile efforts pain and exasperate 3'ou. A horrible 
reaction sets in. A kind of diabolic possession seizes 
hold of you, under which a fiendish joy emerges in 
your consciousness that your tormentor is so badly 
off; nay, imp-offspring of some Tartarus blacker yet, 
a secret buo)^ant hope that there is still more and 
worse in store for her. 

"Go to the ant, thou sluggard; consider her ways 
and be wise." Capital advice this for the lazy, laz- 
zaroni drones of an oriental land ! But in this head- 
long Occident of ours we want another proverb. Go 
to the match, thou topse)r-turvey wrong-end-first; 
consider its ways and be wise. The match is demure 
and modest. But, in its thoughtful way and with that 
best of all enforcements, a good example, it impresses 
the lesson which you most deeply need. Like all the 
greatest teachers, it but flashes a single suggestive 
hint, but that hint leads on to endless revelations. 
Sound that lesson to its deepest depths, act in the 



expressed her regrets in a pudding, or sent up her 
apologies in a favorite dish secretly prepared. We 
grew so well used to this form of exculpation, that, 
whenever Mrs. Johnson took an afternoon at an in- 
convenient season, we knew that for a week after- 
wards we should be feasted like princes. She owned 
frankly that she loved us, that she had never done 
half so much for people before, and that she had 
never been nearly so well suited in any other place, 
and for a brief and happy time we thought that we 
never should part. — IV. D. Howclls. 



The- Island of Ufenau. — Our illustration gives 
a view of the island of Ufenau, in Lake Zurich, 
Switzerland, the burial-place of Ulrich von Hutten, 
one of the early martyrs who suffered for the cause 
of Reformation. In 1523 he fled to Ufenau, where 
he died from the results of the persecutions he had 
endured. His grave is just in front of the quaint 
little church, which appears above the trees, on the 
right, in our picture. 



